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" NEVER DID-NEVER WILL f 




A group of Australian officers in the hot 
d sert, glad of the halt, even on sands as hot 
as, Egypt's sun coudd burn them. 

They were watching, waiting, eagerly for that 
first speck, then the line that would tejll them 
Harrison and his water convoy were coming. 

"I can see them!" said Wallace, shading his 
hand9. 

Goi. Hildon looked anxiously at the speaker. 



"Your eyes are younger than mine, Wallace, 
but are you sure?" 

"Yes, that's Harrison 1" C&pt. Brown fave 
the affirmative with a relief that was Immense. 

All day they had waited and .ridden, looking for 
liarrison and his water convoy. Lieut. Patrick's 
horse smelt the empty water trough for the 
hundredth time, and then his master's hands 
as if to remind him that he was thirsty. 
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".-L.uiish, old mail!" he said with a laugh; 
••\ou shall drink anon_ Australia to our rescue, 
hurrah for the five stars! Egypt may disap- 
point us, Galiipoii engulf us, the pyramids 
puzzle, and the Gippos annoy us, but Australia 
Ihctfi never fail us." 

Good Lord, Pat! you'd orate over au at- 
laek of seasickness; sit down and wait for a 
erink!" 

"Water, beautiful water!" replied Patrick the 
it i epressible, 

"Who said he was dead?" was the chorus 
H utt greeted Harrison fifteen minutes later. 

And Harrison and his men chanted in de- 
rision. , 

"Did you ever see a dinkum dead Light 
horseman?" All yelled the refrain, "Never did! 
.Never will!" 

"Will Australia ever fail her sous who trust 
her?" sang Patrick, and again all joined in the 
refrain, "Never did! Never will!" 

How many of you looking at this picture will 
remember days like these in the desert, how 
many recall with bitterness that the light- 
hearted belief in Australia has had a shock, 
how many, at home can look through their 
stereoscopes at this group of men who waited 
trustfully, sure Australia would not fail them, 
and then go on failing those mates — mates 
more splendid than the world has known — 
mates who have kept Australia for you, for 
your old mother and father, for your little 
ones? 

Hn the dreadful troches of the Somme, men, 
your mates, the fellows who worked and 
played, more than all the mates who trusted 
you, lift anxious eyes day after day. They are 
tired out doing your work and theirs, and they 
feel it is sung in sarcasm now when anyone 
sings "Australia will be there!" 

"Yes, but we want them here," wrote a boy 
the. other day who had come out after eleven 
i lays in the trenches, eleven days without a 
wash. Two of those days were his share, the 
other nine should have been done by his mater, 
who are here striking and skulking. 

"Will Australia ever fail her sons who trust 
her?" sang Lieut. Patrick gaily in the desert. 
What would it mean if a great refrain from 
all eligible* could go out across the miles be- 
tween us and our men, "Never did! Never 
will !" ' 

"Mary's young man is a vegetarian," said 
Mrs. Wells to her neighbour. 

"Well, Mrs. Wells," said that worthy, "if 
\ou'll take my. advice you won't give your con- 
sent. I never knew no good come, of people 
with different religions getting married." 



FASHION NOTES. 

1 don't know if you chaps have heard any- 
thing about the thrift campaign. I don't mean 
the way, the Claudes and Gussies are saving 
their skins — that is still going strong — but 
among the demoiselles, the way they use up uni- 
forms as outdoor gear that were really issued 
for something else, makes you stop and look. 
One little pink and white Queenslander came 
down the street the other day all smiles and 
high heels, a real slap-dandy Sunday hat, and 
.i dressing gown, cord and all, over a tweed 
skirt, a big muslin collar at Hie back. She was 
the smartest thing in bath gowns I've seen 
since 1 got back. This year's buttons are 
cheap too, they must save on them, they're 
using up all the makers failures, instead of be- 
ing round, they have all run — being handled 
too hot 1 suppose — but the girls don't care 
now. Any old shape will do. 1 went with a 
cousin the other afternoon to see a "winter 
display. * We saw it! Hats really were our 
objective. We took up a posie behind a lot 
of others as curious, and walked round and 
looked at silk and velvet sewn and starched 
into every shape you could think of. Just when 
I had made up my mind there wasn't any other 
way they could be turned, one side bashed in, 
two sides, three sides, some gone all colors 
with the blow, some had -got hit so hard the 
material had given way, and everything from 
bon-bons to gilt tin lids had been stitched over 
the holes. Some were inside out, some the 
brims were taken off and put on backwards, 
some sideways, some left off altogether. 
These were seWn on others that had -brims al- 
ready, one hat had collected two or three brims 
and then the lady in charge of that hat had 
run up a red flag at the side to show the house, 
was full. Quite right, too! I don't think any 
hat should be asked to have more than three 
brims, even if there are odd lonely brims lying 
around waiting for a head. But just when I 
felt that there wasn't anything fresh to see in 
the "winter display" an awfully well-haired lady 
sailed up with a blue velvet sausage machine 
with the handle covered with gold paint and 
put on the side and finished a cotton flower, 
on one hand and a dyed helmet that must 
have been pinched from some poor old spare 
general on the other, and then when I got my 
breath I said, "What about the Coo-^e and. a 
cup of tea?" The lady turned them round and 
round to show they were firmly stitched, and 
my. cousin looked once more at the sausage 
machine and said, "put that aside, we'll come 
rn again to-morrow." WE! To-morrow, chaps, 
I*m going to see if il can borrow a balcony in 
the Kodak building, and with a pair of field 
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glasses I'm going to wait for the blue sausage 
machine. 

Before we went away collars used to be 
things they wore round their necks, but now 
they are square muslin or lace flags they wear 
down their backs to show their ages and keep 
the Hies and mosquitoes from tickling between 
their shoulder blades. Grandmothers have 
them alMace. Mothers have them .with muslin 
and lace on the edge (the wider she is between 
the shoulder blades the wider the collar). 
Maiden Aunts and Still Hopefuls have them hand 
embroidered. They take prizes with them at 
first, and then wear them like championship 
ribbons. The sweet-and-twenties have them 
very fine and cobwebby. You could see a wink 
through four thicknesses, and the flappers have 
them of silk muslin with bars and different 
wogs, some like* things that you see in gar- 
dens, and some that you'd never see anywhere 
if you are a teetotaller. 

There's one new dress I must tell you about, 
hut you needn't tell your aunts I told you. It's 
a dress they wear between supper time and 
breakfast time. You know by, the advertise- 
ments how these are generally made with yards 
of lace cut in bits and stitched together again, 
but these are black silk with blue roses. Now 
you Queensland battalion chaps, if that's not 
making favourites of you, I'd like lo hear! 
Yours dinkum, 

THE FASHION EXPERT. 




Jfe^ LETTER PAGE 



Two travellers at a country hotel had to 
share a small room. One conceived the bril- 
liant idea of frightening the other out. 

"If I get up and shake you in the night, don't 
mind, I do it sometimes without waking," said 
number one. 

"Oh, that's all right; don't you be alarmed 
li I shoot. If I hear a noise, I often fire my 
•revolver in my sleep," answered number two, 
cheerfully. 



THAT DIIDN"f IMPROVE . MATTERS. 

••1 haven't seen your husband at church for 
several Sundays," said the Vicar severely. 

"He's been there, sir," answered Mrs. Smith, 
meekly, "sitting behind Mrs. Bullion's hat." 

"Dear, dear!" said the Vicar, who is nervous 
ind shortsighted, "I'm very sorry, I mistook 
Um for part of the trimming." 

TACTFUL TOMMY. 
"Well, Tommy," said his male parent, "I 
i ope you were a good boy when you were at 
'.randma's? Come now, were you?" "Gran- 
■ e said I was the dead imag^ of you when 
on was my. age, Father." 



LINK 



AUGUST 28, 1917 



A SHOW PSALM. 

Behold it has come to pass even as in other 
years when you dwelt peaceably in the lands 
of your fathers, Show time has been upon the 
eanth. Even from Enoggera to Goodna has 
IheX'n.' the bustle of its coming-, even to the 
suburbs that lie beyond. The trams, whose 
surname is Badger, have gone to and fro, and 
the people have hung on the straps' with ex- 
ceeding care and walked upon the feet of those 
•who sat early. Those who own motor care- 
have made exceeding profit, and much pro- 
fanity has followed their ingoings and their 
outcomings. The ladies that sit in boarding- 
houses have carved at great joints, and the 
men from the East and the West, the South 
and the North have paid therefore. Yea, even 
unto tough oxen, hard to impress with their 
best teeth, have they bought with much notes 
and with silver. On beds harder than granite 
have they slept, they and their wives, their 
children, their men servants and their maid- 
servants. Into the shops of the rag merchants 
have they poured, a host that no man could 
number, and hats and dresses that were scorn- 
ed by the dweller in the city, they did buy with 
songs of thanksgiving. 

Into the Coo-ee did they pour, and the hand- 
maidens flew to fulfil their behest. Yea, they 
flew gladly, as did the other sellers of food 
and drink on the grounds that surround the 
Show, not that in their feeding there was jo? 
for the beholder, but because these people whe 
dwell beyond the city give not in pence but in 
silver, for generous are their hearts and their 
purses have been opened, and the Funds have 
(been enlarged. Verily, I say unto you, many 
tiros of smokes, much comforts and socks 
shall depart to your borders, because of the 
fat bullocks and painted ships that these thy 
brethren came to view. Yea, even tray cloths 
and gray horses saw they. 

From morning until eventide they looked at 
sheep and at oxen, at poultry and dogs, and 
as they behold they said, "Oh, law," and they 
were answered, ''Just look here." And when 
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it was night on the fourth day, we rested from 
our labours and counted the cash thereof, and 
it was good. And we said sofdy to each other, 
•'Feradventure, when Show time comes again 
upon Brisbane, our boys may be with us," and 
then a sigh like a lose summer breeze strayed 
among the women, and they repeated the word 
thereof, 'Peradventure.' " — 49th. 



TO MY SLACKER HUSBAND. 

You married rrie last year, dear 

(I was so dear to thee) 
But I've been counting up the cost, 

And know you're dear to me. 
Your cellars nice and smooth, Love, 

Are each one, one and three, 
llf only you wore khaki but, 

Y'ou'd get them brown and free. 
For butter's one and eight, Love, 

And you eat such a lot, 
But over in the camp, dear,, 

Free cow juice can be got; 
My cakes tho' nice are eggless, 

My rissoles ne'er were meat, 
. My dresses tho' turned inside out, 

Look smart and rather neat. 
. My hran new spoony Bertie, 

You are too dear to me, 
To make you look just, like a man, 

Takes ingenuity; 
While things are dear, niy Bertie, 

Please let the Army, try 
If it can make a man from you. 

My one expensive guy. 

. A "Link" wellwisher and the sister and aunt 
of soldiers, Miss Ruby Shannon, has been good 
enough to send me snaps of most interest'ng 
motor trips that she and her father took in a 
Hupmobile 1916 Model from their home, "Wy- 
alla," Toowoomba, to Aurendel Station, near 
Longreach, 743 miles. Alas, that the block- 
maker's prices have gone up much quicker than 
the Editor's income. We would like to repro- 
duce them all. Perhaps the Hupmobile agents 
will send along an order for next issue. If so, 
we'll print them all at once; if not, well, one at 
a time. Miss Shannon's brother had an acci- 
dent that I think is unique even to you bushies 
in France. Just as he had volunteered for 
active service nearly a year ago, while killing 
a snake, the poison flew into his eye. He was 
blind for some time, but gradually .sight nas 



returned, although Sydney doctors gave no hope 
This indomitable young Queenslander is now 
trying again. Miss Shannon has passed her 
exams, as a V.A.D., and hopes .to be in hospital 
work this year. Many wounded soldiers who 
were at Finchley convalescing have blessed 
Miss Shannon and her Talbot and Napier cars. 



ON ACTIVE SERVICE. 

Lust night (I went into your room, 

So more than empty since you went away; 
You of the merry voice and laughter gay, 

Gone from its sunshine into war's grim gloom. 

So patiently, your bats and racquets wait — 
For sterner . weapons flung aside a space, 
When the set purpose of your grave young 
face 

Told, when your chance came, that you "batted 
straight!" 

Ypur well-loved books — some cups in silver 
wrought, 

Some photos, just a laughingj girl or two; 
How they must miss the shining eyes of you, 
And^aH the sunshine that your nearness brought I 

A window wide, where roses climb and bloom, 
Inside a silence, and a fragrance fair — 

I want you so, and can ho longer bear 
The dear, dim quiet of that waiting-room. 

— D. L. WARAKER. 



SCABS OR CITIZENS. 

As you may, see by the papers a number of 
returned men are very indignant at the utter- 
ances of a Union secretary to this effect: "The 
working men of Queensland had better make 
the most of their present opportunities. They 
had better get all they can now, for after the 
war they should remember there would be 
50,000 scabs returning to Queensland — blast 
them!" 

Hum-m, Dear! dear! We always thought 
scabbing was going back on your mates, and 
we also thought a mate was proved the best 
sort of one when he put his skin in danger for 
someone else. The war has turned many, 
things upside down, and now it has altered 
this. If you are scabs and these other dears, 
these strike leaders and cold feet are unionists, 
then God help the unions. I always thought 
unionism a righteous and wholesome thing, a 
protection for the working man. Unionism in 
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Australia has been made the refuge of cowards, 
traitors and aliens, not only traitors to their 
country, hut traitors to their mates. This is 
not a condition sprung up lately. It has been 
fostered and gilded and prepared, not by Brit- 
ish people or British gold. When an alien goes 
cut to buy it can always find some degenerate 
ready, to join hands in the dirty work. Some 
son of Judas ready to betray for the thirty 
1 ieecH, and the while their decent mates have 
been preaching the brotherhood, they have 
worked and plotted and bought and bought and 
1 ought, and to-day Australia is honeycombed 
with those whose consciences have been sold 
for German money. Every Judas may, well 
dread the day when the men who have bled 
and fought shall return to claim the inherit- 
ance they have won through hell to hold. 
Scabs! are you? Then thousands of Queens- 
land women ' and little children thank heaven 
for you each night. What does the name mat- 
ter. We know you are our deliverers, let the 
traitors get what they, can. You fifty thousand, 
having got your training in a school where 
they do not argue overmuch with traitors and 
cowards. If it were not so terrible that these 
eowaid strikers are allowed to have so much 
say in the country they try to betray, one look- 
ing on €ould almost laugh to see how little 
they realize the grave they are digging for 
themselves. Some day their howl will change 
and their bullying threats be changed to tears 
of self pity. "These returned men have no 
mercy." Some of us will remember these days 
of slackers and strikers, and the whines will 
fall on deaf ears. 

"Bread's goin' up! and better's goin' up! 
and bacon's gone up ever so high!" said the 
acidulated landlady. 

"And I feel as if I should follow the bacon 
any. time," sighed the starving boarder as he 
lookin in vain for a stray crumb that might be 
hidden in the pattern on his plate. 

SOCKS. 

A MILLION WANTED FOR THE A.l.F. 

This notice sent by the Hon. Secretary, the 
Soldiers' Sock Fund, will show you what Mrs. 
Henderson is trying to do for you. 

The Soldiers' Sock Fund appeals for 25,000 
pairs of gift socks as Queensland's quota to- 
wards a supply required for the men at the 
Front. 

New South Wales and Victoria have each, 
through a special appeal, sent over 100,000 
pairs. Queensland must do her share, says 
the Executive Committee of the Fund. Re- 
member, you save a man from trench feet, 



when you give him socks. Do not be deprived 
of participating- in this effort. If you do not 
knit send money. 

All socks should be marked "Special Ap- 
peal," and be sent in to the Hon. Secretaries, 
Soldiers' Sock Fund, C/o Missionary Depot, 
Albert street, Brisbane, by September 30th. 

The following directions should be ob- 
served : — 

Socks must stretch 14 inches at top, ribbing 
i\ inches, foot 10 inches to 11$ inches, single 
heel and toe finished with darning needle. 

Sock pattern may be obtained on application 
to the Hon. Secretaries, Soldiers' Sock Fund. 

FROM AN ADELAIDE CORRESPONDENT. 

The Gheer-up Concert Party are making good 
in the country districts. The residents show 
the musicians every attention and fill the halls 
at every performance. Many donations are 
handed in. On the departure of the Melbourne 
express recently, it was somewhat surprising 
to see a number of daintily white clad girls 
minus any head gear flitting among the passen- 
gers. My curiosity was satisfied only when I 
found they, were- serving tea and cake to a 
number of soldiers en route for the eastern 
States. It was a novel scene at the North Ter- 
race Railway Station. The men were also per- 
suaded to accept cigarettes and magazines. By 
the way, Miss Margery Innes Hoad has written 
from the Anzac Club, London, asking for Satur- 
day editions of Australian papers to be distri- 
buted among the soldiers. Will Queensland 
readers please take note? This week I have 
posted copies of the "Link." We are giving 
all our 'energies this month to assisting the 
Y.M.C.A. "Red Triangle Day" is fixed for 
August 31, when it is expected the sale of 
"buttons" will be a record. Every one will be 
anxious to help the association which gets 
nearest to the- trenches with the comforts so 
much needed by the boys Miss Ivy Basedow, 
A.M.U.A., is arranging a concert, which will 
benefit the machine-gunners. The • committee 
o* the Machine Gun Company Trench Comforts' 
Sociely made substantial financial progress re- 
cently, and have received the acknowledgmen 
of a sum cabled to the men. The same funf, 
was augmented by an "afternoon" held at the 
residence of Mrs. Francis, Hyde Park, when a 
good musical programme was provided by Mrs. 
Memhennett, Miss Chapman, Miss Francis, Miss 
G. Richards^ and Master Verco. A display, of 
war souvenir9 and curios from France and 
Egypt was a great attraction. The St. Oswald's 
branch of the Red Cross Society was busy on 
Tuesday showing a gathering of knitters how to 
knit two socks at once. The method is very 
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simple, and the time lost in changing needles 
is where the rapid worker will make progress. 
Mrs. Tom Barr Smith has acknowledged 2,7 7 i 
pairs of socks sent in to her in July last, and 
it is hoped August and September will 
even a larger contribution. Over £50 was c* .sea 
at an "at home" in the Stow Church Lecture 
Hall last week to provide Christmas parcels for 
the men of the 18th Battery, Field Artillery. 
Mr. W. Herbert Phillips was chairman, and a 
brief speech was made by Brigadier-General 
t'orsyth. 



Miss Edie Woods, Hon. Secretary of the 26th 
Battalion Comforts Fund, tells me that the 26th 
p attalion Comforts' Fund have their depot roam 
.1 the Courier Building, No. 7, First Floor. The 
i)om is open every Tuesday from 11 a.m. to 3 
i.m., and every, Friday afternoon from 1.30 to 
5. The members hold a meeting every other 
Friday, and will be pleased to welcome any 
one interested in this battalion. On Saturday 
night, September 1st, we are having a concert 
in the Albert Hall. The programme .is kindly 
supplied by the "Sunbeam 'Club," and we hope 
to have a packed house so that the proceeds 
will enable us to s^end comforts in time for the 
winter to our men in the trenches. 



ON KINDNESS. 

"It doesn't always do to be kindhearted, T 
can tell you, Miss!" Private McSharry, late of 
Winton, later of the 15th, remarked as he took 
his third helping of cake and his fouirth cup of 
tea in the new Coo-ee room. 

"Kindness 4s it's own reward, and it's only 
one, eh?" Winifred stood and arranged a 
vagrant sweet pea, and Enid paused to help her. 

"I know one time we was out on the desert, 
en' one night . our O.C says to me, "McSharry!" 
he says, "There's a drunk bird in my tent, an' 
Ids name's O'Leary," he says, "an' you's a fine 
strappin' lump of a lad," he says, "an' pY'aps 
you could shift Mm." "O'Leary!" says I, 
'What, Jim O'Leary from Longreach?" 

"That same," says he, "d'yu know him?" 
4 I do that," I sfijys. "an' I knowed his father 
b fore him; went potty on devils he did." 

"Devils!" says the O.C. "D.T.'s, d'ye mean?" 
' Never a D.T.," says I "an* he was only ratty 
in the garret on that one thing. Decent ole 
chap he was other ways, but used to catch 
devils and put them in the clock." 

"Well," says the O.C, " 'is son will be doin' 
something of the same sort before morning, an' 
the more II hear about his father the less I want 
'im in my tent," says 'e, "an' I'll not forget 
it, McSharry," he says, "if you'll get 'im away 
as soon as convenient. " 



"Oh, they're all right," I says. "I will say 
it used to give me a bit of a start when his 
ole man would suddenly let fly a great big ham 
knife he kept by 'im, an' it would ping! into 
the wall just behind your ear, an' he'd say, 
"don't be frightened, I just caught that fellow 
beautifully.' " 

"McSharry," says the O.C, determined-like, 
"the more I hear about the O'Leary s an' their 
playful little ways, the less I likes them, an' it 
you can, I'll be glad if you'll get O'Leary out 
of my tent." 

"I will that same, Captain," I says, "but you 
needn't mind O'Leary," I says, "it's just their 
ways. When the old man had caught his devil 
with his ham knife he was mild as milk, an' 
would shut it up in the clock, then be just the 
same as you an' me." 

The O.C he grunts and then he swears (my., 
he could swear!), an' off we goes to his tent, 
and there was O'Leary talking ugly to a 
Chummie sentry. He had a knife too, # and re- 
mi nded me of his old man somethink cruel. 

1 says, "il want you outside a minute, 
O'Leary," but not he, they'd took 'im the wrong 
way.^an' he was actin' real nasty, and the C, 
he says at last, "send for the guard," quite 
nasty-like, so I up to O'Leary an' I says: 

"You red Irish adjective," I says, "trying to ; 
catch devils for your old man's clock, are 
you ?" 

Before 1 could say any more he sprung up 
an' at me with his knife, yelling somethink 
'orrible. I let out for the desert an' Egypt's 
night. 1 'e.ard yelling, and the O.C. swearing 
everything pink, as 'he went over the guy ropes. 
O'Leary wasn't drunk except in the 'ed; 
his legs were real teetotal, and he came along, 
I thinking every, minute would be my last. 
When at. last I lost 'im I had run all round the 
desert of Egypt, 

"How many miles is that," enquired Enid. 
"Oh!" McSharry smiled, "two or three!" 
"Anyhow, I didn't find camp till next mornin' 
an' then I'm blowed if a little chummie sentry 
don't go and run me in for bein' A.W.L. and 
they, brings me before the O.C, and he says: 

"Don't let it 'appen again, McSharry," he 
says 

An' I looks 'im straight in the eyes an' 1 
says, "Never again, sir, an' please, sir," I says, 
"could you tell me where O'Leary is?" and the 
O.C he grins an' he says, "Private O'Leary was 
found crying beside a Gyppo donkey early this 
morning, asking its forgiveness and 'minding 
'im of the days they went to school together." 

"Beggin's your pardon, sir," I says, "I call 
that real low of O'Leary." 
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THE NINTH OF SEPTEMBER. 

Thundered the- train aiong, panting and furious, 
Watched in her corner, she, longing and curious, 
fie; with a pencil wrote in a book cover, 
WOrds that she yearned to see, he was her 

l over, thu' uueonfessed to her reflection, 
He was reserved, they said, slow of perception; 
He had a c banc 3 to-day, how could he lose it? 
What of his proffered hand, should she refuse 

it? ' : ' ' \: 

others, were in that train, what if they guessed 
it? 

None but her eyes should see, so he confessed 

; it; T' .y- : : -V ' 
Wrote it with pencil blue inside a novel, 
liow his eyes Hashed as he wrote in that novel! 
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itretched her hand, nearing she 
e to cheer, bravfely she grasped 

i ucherl th.f 1 bage. turned to the 



woifds 



if her 



Marked the decree of Pate, point to remember, 
.Merely an empty date — '"The Ninth of Sep- 
tember." 

— ANNIE POWIS DUNN. 



.\l:ik.N 
ft just, 
Worse 
[ alwa 



5. 30 A M. 

isrle-rall that really upsets me, 
[ueer and thoroughly wets me ; 
vie sick to hear that call blaring, 
bend and hear a seam tearing, 
nervy and shaky and jumpy, 



It makes the most docile lad perfectly, grumpy; 



jsaoa man in Hie Army thinks it's a bally 
Cuw of a bugle that sounds the Reveille. 

— TOMMY. 



A LETTER. 

An anonymous letter before me says, "The 
following appeared in this week's 'Link': 'If you 
can't knit in your church stay home and knit.' " 
Surely this is going a little far. The only 
way we can win this war is with God's help. 
We knit as 'hard as we can six days of the 
week. Surely the seventh can be given up to 
worship and prayer to our Maker. You who 
have been over to the Front ought to know 
that there are more ways of helping the soldier 
than by knitting. 

Well well, what about the boys saying, "we 
light as hard as we can, surely the seventh 
can be given up to worship and prayer to our 
Maker." Yes, I do know there are other ways 
of helping the soldier than by knitting, but 
that's one of the best and the only practical 
Way you can do it in church. I'm afraid my 
nameless, correspondent has two faults: First, 
she is a wowser, and I hope no wowser will 
ever like the "Link." ' Secondly, she has no 
sense of humor or she woujd see that if her 
seventh day given to worship and praise hadn't 
taw#it her it- wasn't erie/!-^ t> ■ wri+p •ipn.ny- 
moms letters she Would really -have been bet- 
ter employed at even kniUing, or say, cleaning 
out the kitchen cupboard As for the 'remark, 
"the only way we can win this war is by God's 
help." Now", Miss Nameless, think again. Do 
3tou really believe that? Really and truly, be- 
cause I thought there were quite* a number of 
other things needful, quite ;a lot of other 
"ways" to use as well, besides that reminds 
rne of Bill the Hun. (If it is true, why aren't 
all God's helpers in khaki? 

Don't overtax your strength, but if you want 
to help some fellow stand between you and 
destruction knit seven days and help make his 
standing a bit more secure. Also, believe me, 
you can render worship and prayer to your 
Maker every day of the seven* .-mil /-our hop-cure 
isn't worth anything if you won't, still you can 
knit at the same time. There have been pray- 
ers more beautiful than Heaven' has known be- 
fore knitted by tired hands into socks and com- 
forters, by workers to whom all days are God's 
. days for boys whose days were all heroes days. 
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